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instance, the near and distant lights being blended 
with singular skill and appropriateness; and mean- 
while the artist has also succeeded in conveying the 
impression that the poultry-seller is something above 
the average of his condition, — and that his poultry 
have been well kept, well fed, and well cared for. 
Taken all in all, the story of " Here's Your Christmas 
Dinner ! " supposedly issuing from the lips of the 
vender, is in all regards happily told and pleasing. 



WINTER AND SORROW. 



Where the waving woods of summer glittered in the golden calm, 

Toss the black, funereal branches, O so bleakly! in the air; 
Where the lyre-throated linnet poured its sweet, impassioned psalm 
In the pink and purple jasmine, fall the fluttering snow-flakes 
fair; 
While the harvest-twinkling hill-tops, traced on the translucent 

blue, 
In the splendor-hearted summer fade in spectral fogs from view, 
And the wan, wi d duck descendeth over trees and tarns away, 
As I dream of friends departed, in and out the flesh to-day. 



HERE'S YOUR CHRISTiMAS DINNER!" 



Over seas and over sand-wastes, some upon the earth-plane still 

Think of thee, O poor, proud spirit ! beating at thy prison-bars ; 
Of the old-time, by the yule-log, when the Christmas blasts blew 

chill, 
Or in cool, calm groves, green-raftered, when the roses shone 

like stars ! 
Dear hearts ! never more to know thee ! never more ? Ah ! dark 

decree, 
Thus to meet one merry season, but to separated be. 
Better thrid the thorns unfriended by the throngs of thoughtless 

men, 
Than to find the true and tender, then to weep farewells again ! 

In thy gates, O lilied Zion ! in thy lordly gates of gold, 
Where on bright, consummate planets ring the rich, triumphal 

strains, 
Some are with the bards and prophets, with the kings and warriors 

old! — 
While in hells of ice or fire some are writhing in their chains ! 
Woe ! I saw their waxen cere-cloths, wet with unavailing tears ; 
Woe ! I saw the funeral torches flaming by their plume-proud 

biers ; 
Thus the dismal yester-shadows dim the sunshine of to-day ! — 
Ah ! if meniorv could perish, misery would pass away. 



Christ ! O Christ ! why mock and madden us with beautiful, bright 
eyes, 
With loose locks of mist-like glory, and with wine-red, winning 
lips, 
With cool, creamy arms that clasp us in a perfect Paradise, 

Then the vivid, saintly vision let the coffin-lid eclipse ? 
" Better never live," I language thus my bale, with bated breath, 
" Than to drop into the darkness, O so desolate ! of death ! 
Better never love," I whisper, in my wickedness once more, 
" Than to see our idols shattered at the shrines where we adore ! " 

— William H. Kern an. 



THE ZACKENFALL, BOHEMIA. 

It would be a trite remark, to any traveler of wide 
experience, to say that the grandest of the world's 
waterfalls are by no means the loveliest, and that 
those most celebrated at once by geographers, guide- 
book makers, and the ordinary world of travelers, 
are very far from being the finest in their appeals to 
the senses. Niagara is the world's wonder, in the 
way of a cataract down-pour: the claim of the Falls 



